It was a mimed Uzbek dance interpreting the different stages in the raising
of the cotton plant.

Valodya, following every movement with eager eyes, took up his guitar
and began to accompany her, and as the dance quickened, jumped to fess
feet still playing and danced round her. At the conclusion of the dance
he swept his fingers across the strings in a resounding chord,

u Comrades," he cried. , . . " A toast for our two guests of honour !
Raise your glasses, Comrades, to the coming generation and to our National
Minorities !M
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